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Foreword 


PANDITA  RAMABAI  SARASVATI,  India’s 
Muller,  whose  work  of  faith  and  love  in  caring 
for  the  widow  and  fatherless  and  leading  them 
to  Christ,  the  work  of  no  other  single  individual 
approaches,  knew  India’s  heart  to  the  core  in  its 
hopeless  pilgrimages  seeking  God  at  the  feet  of  idols, 
suffering  to  find  Him. 

She  had  tramped  on  pilgrimage  for  years  till  she 
lost  faith  in  the  Hindu  religion,  and  she  wrote  this 
article  out  of  deep  heart  experience.  She  also,  in 
compassion,  ever  felt  the  burden  of  sending  witnesses 
for  Christ  into  these  "sacred”  idol  cities. 

When,  through  the  love  of  Christ  within  her,  she 
proved  God’s  faithfulness  to  answer  prayer  by  provid¬ 
ing  homes,  food,  and  clothing  for  thousands,  her 
mother  heart  was  satisfied  with  nothing  short  of  their 
coming  into  heart-experience  of  life  in  Christ.  And 
she  would  never  allow  even  pictures  of  idols  on 
merchandise  to  darken  the  doors. 


An  article  by  Miss  Krishnabai  Gadre,  B.A.,  as  to 
work  being  done  by  Mukti  Bible  women  in  such  cities 
is  appended. 

We  Send  it  forth  with  the  prayer  that  it  will  be  a 
deep  call  for  love  and  faith  and  prayer  to  many. 
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BERTHA  M.  TODD, 

President, 

Australian  Council  Ramabai  Mukti  Mission. 
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Trying  to  be  Saved  by  their 

Own  Merit 

“ They  being  ignorant  of  God’s  righteousness,  and 
going  about  to  establish  their  own  righteousness, 
have  not  submitted  themselves  unto  the  righteous¬ 
ness  of  God.’’  Romans  10 :  3.. 

HINDUS  of  all  castes  and.  cults  believe  that  they 
can  be  saved  by  their  own  merit;  they  will  do 
anything  and  everything  if  they  are  sure  they 
will  get  some  merit  by  their  acts.  Doing  something 
for  their  salvation  gives  them  satisfaction.  Once  when 
talking  to  a  well-educated  Brahman  I  asked  him  what 
his  hope  was  for  the  future.  He  told  me  he  hoped 
to  get  into  the  everlasting  blissful  state — Nirvana  or 
Moksha,  where  he  would  be  conscious  of  neither  good 
nor  bad,  neither  happiness  nor  misery.  There  he 
would  not  be  conscious  of  his  own  existence.  He 
expected  to  get  into  this  state  by  his  own  merit,  by 
doing  some  good  works.  I  told  him  the  way  of  sal¬ 
vation  was  through  Jesus  Christ.  (Rom.  3:  20,  24.) 
The  Lord  does  not  want  any  of  our  acts  to  help  Him 
to  save  us. 

That  we  could  get  so  great  a  salvation  without  pay¬ 
ing  any  price  for  it  ourselves  seemed  strange  to  him. 
He  said  that  this  salvation  was  very  cheap,  and  there¬ 
fore  he  did  not  care  to  have  it.  His  proud  nature 
resented  the  idea  of  receiving  life  freely  from  God. 

The  man  wanted  to  feel  that  he  had  done  some¬ 
thing  to  earn  his  salvation,  and  to  be  sure  that  he 
merited  the  blessings  which  he  got.  All  the  Hindus, 
high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  learned  and  ignorant, 
equally  share  this  idea.  They  despise  to  get  any  bles¬ 
sing  from  their  gods  without  paying  the  due  price. 
They  would  earn  everything  pertaining  to  the  next 
world  by  honest  toil.  That  is  why  they  are  intent 
upon  earning  merit  at  all  costs. 
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There  are  thousands  of  ways  in  which  merit  can  be 
easily  stored  up  for  the  next  life.  The  Hindus  believe 
that  their  present  condition  is  the  result  of  their  acts 
in  some  past  life.  They  cannot  change  it  even  if  they 
try.  So  they  refrain  from  the  fruitless  labour  of 
bettering  their  present  condition.  They  hope  they  will 
be  born  into  a  better  state  in  a  future  life,  if  they  do 
good  acts  in  the  present.  So  they  fast,  bathe  in 
sacred  waters,  give  alms,  and  face  all  kinds  of  hard¬ 
ships  in  connection  with  the  religious  duties  which 
they  perform. 


Bathing  in  the  Ganges — Trying  to  Wash  Away  Their  Sins. 

MY  EXPERIENCE  OF  A  PILGRIMAGE  WHEN 

A  HINDU. 

The  Hindus  consider  that  going  on  a  pilgrimage 
is  one  of  the  good  acts  by  which  they  can  earn  endless 
merit.  My  father  spent  many  years  of  his  life,  and 
most  of  the  money  he  had,  in  performing  pilgrimages. 
Here  is  an  account  of  a  pilgrimage  to  Pandharpur. 

On  a  certain  auspicious  day  when  the  stars  were 
favourable,  we  set  out  from  Poona  on  our  way  to  the 
sacred  city.  We  had  a  long  and  tiresome  journey  in 


bullock  carts,  and  reached  Pandharpur  after  some 
days.  At  the  sight  of  the  city  we  were  told  by  our 
parents  that  we  must  all  prostrate  ourselves,  and  show 
our  respect  to  the  sacred  city. 

1.  he  particles  of  dust  which  clung  to  our  persons 
were  not  to  be  shaken  off,  for  we  were  entitled  to  live 
in  the  abode  of  gods  and  enjoy  unspeakable  happiness 
for  as  many  millions  of  years  as  there  were  grains 
in  the  dust  that  clung  to  our  bodies.  When  we  came 
to  the  bank  of  the  Bhima  River  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  city,  we  prostrated  ourselves  again,  and  wor¬ 
shipped  the  river;  we  sprinkled  its  water  on  our  heads, 
and  considered  all  our  sins  washed  away.  We  then 
drank  some  of  its  dirty,  muddy  water,  in  order  to 
cleanse  the  inner  parts  of  our  body  from  all  the  sins 
that  existed  there. 

We  saw  priests  bringing  cows  and  calves  which  the 
pilgrims  are  asked  to  buy  from  them  for  small  sums 
of  money.  The  Brahman  priests  said  that  giving  away 
a  cow  and  calf  to  the  Brahman  on  the  banks  of  Bhima 
River  would  bring  great  merit,  and  that  that  cow 
would  come  to  help  the  people  when  they  must  cross 
the  River  Vaitarani.  The  cow  would  let  them  take 
hold  of  h  er  tail,  she  would  swim  with  them  across  the 
dreadful  river  of  pus  and  blood.  The  Hindus  believe 
that  every  one  who  dies  must  cross  that  river.  If  he 
has  not  acquired  a  great  deal  of  merit  by  good  acts, 
he  is  sure  to  sink  in  it,  and  remain  in  that  horrible 
river  for  millions  of  years.  If  he  gives  away  a  cow 
to  the  Brahman  in  this  life,  she  comes  to  his  help 
after  his  death  and  takes  him  to  the  abode  of  the 
gods. 

We  crossed  the  Bhima  River  in  a  ferry  boat.  The 
boatmen  seemed  to  be  very  zealous.  They  exhorted 
pilgrims  to  call  upon  the  name  of  the  presiding  deity 
of  Pandharpur,  and  shout  the  names  of  his  devotees 
with  all  their  might.  When  we  came  near  the  other 
bank,  we  were  asked  to  worship  the  river  and  make 
offerings  to  it.  We  were  to  throw  into  it  coconuts, 
flowers,  and  as  much  money  as  we  could  afford.  This 
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The  Sacred  Bull  beside  the  Shrine.  The  idol  is  seen  within 
the  shrine  and  the  priest  sitting  receiving  offerings  of  devotees. 


act,  we  were  told,  would  bring  us  merit.  There  were 
divers  ready  to  dive  in  the  water  and  pick  up  all  the 
copper  and  silver  coins  thrown  into  the  stream.  The 
Brahmans,  and  the  divers,  and  many  of  the  people 
residing  in  the  city  benefit  by  the  alms  given  by  the 
pilgrims. 

SEEING  THE  GODS. 

Next  in  order  came  our  visit  to  the  temple — "seeing 
the  gods” — as  it  is  called.  We  had  to  fast  and  bathe 
in  the  river,  and  wash  away  our  sins  before  we  could 
look  upon  the  gods.  When  we  sighted  the  top  of 
the  temple,  we  were  told  to  worship  it  and  take  up 
the  dirt  and  dust  at  the  threshold  to  mark  our  fore¬ 
heads  with  them.  Think  of  thousands  of  barefooted 
persons  walking  in  the  dirty,  filthy,  muddy  streets,  and 
entering  the  temple  treading  the  entrance  with  their 
dirty  feet!  The  dirt  and  filth  brought  by  them  is 
considered  so  holy,  that  some  devout  persons  fall  on 
the  ground  on  all  fours  and  lick  it  off  with  their 
tongues,  and  consider  themselves  cleansed  from  all 
sin! 
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We  were  taken  by  the  priest  into  the  main  hall  of 
the  temple,  where  we  prostrated  ourselves  again,  rang 
one  of  the  bells  which  every  worshipper  must  ring, 
in  order  to  inform  the  god  of  his  arrival.  We  then 
went  in  to  see  the  image  of  Vithoba,  the  chief  god  of 
Pandharpur.  It  is  a  little  over  three  feet  high,  made 
of  black  stone,  and  placed  on  a  stone  pedestal. 
Vithoba  stands  with  his  hands  resting  on  his  hips. 
Here  priests  allow  men,  women,  and  children  of  all 
higher  castes  to  touch  the  idol.  In  other  places  none 
but  the  Brahman  priests,  and  occasionally  some  other 
"holy”  Brahmans,  are  allowed  to  touch  the  images  of 
gods  in  temples.  An  exception  is  made  at  Pandharpur 
on  account  of  the  devotees  of  Vithoba,  most  of  whom 
belong  to  the  non-Brahman  castes,  and  the  Brahmans 
condescend  to  mingle  with  the  non-Brahman  wor¬ 
shippers  of  this  deity.  Vithoba  has  many  millions  of 
devotees  among  the  out-castes,  but  they  are  not 
allowed  to  enter  his  temple,  nor  touch  him.  The 
non-Brahmans  of  higher  castes  have  a  great  influence 
in  the  Deccan,  the  territory  where  Mahratta  Kings 
were  not  Brahmans.  Moreover,  Tukaram,  one  of  the 
chief  devotees  of  Vithoba,  belonged  to  the  third  caste. 
He  was  a  great  poet,  and  gave  but  little  attention  to 
the  greatness  of  Brahmans.  He  was  at  first  hated  by 
them,  but  seeing  that  he  had  great  influence  over  a 
large  majority  of  the  community  on  whom  they  de¬ 
pended  for  livelihood,  the  clever  Brahmans  adapted 
customs  to  the  inclinations  of  the  population,  and 
deified  Tukaram  and  other  non-Brahman  devotees  of 
Vithoba. 

The  poor  low-caste  and  out-caste  people  have  had 
no  such  persons  as  Tukaram  to  back  them  up,  so  they 
are  still  kept  outside  the  chief  temple. 

There  is  a  shrine  of  Chokhoba,  one  of  the  Vithoba’s 
low-caste  devotees  built  in  a  dry  part  of  the  river-bed, 
where  no  one  but  the  out-castes  worship  the  god. 

From  the  main  hall  of  the  temple,  we  were  taken 
into  the  inner  shrine  right  near  Vithoba;  we  prostrated 
ourselves  before  the  image,  and  then  made  circum- 
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Seeking  God  at  the  Feet  of  Idols. 

ambulations,  reverently  keeping  our  right  side  toward 
it.  Then  coining  to  the  front,  we  prostrated  ourselves 
again,  and  reverently  touched  the  image  of  Vithoba 
and  hugged  its  feet.  We  placed  our  foreheads  on 
them,  thinking  that  we  had  really  seen  the  god  and 
embraced  his  feet.  He  was  decked  with  very  costly 
jewels  and  wore  silk  garments.  The  beautiful  gold 
chains,  strings  of  pearls  and  precious  stones  are  very 
costly.  A  strict  watch  is  kept  over  Vithoba,  that  his 
worshippers  may  not  rob  him  of  his  jewellery. 

Vithoba  has  many  offerings  of  food,  fruit,  clothes, 
money,  gold,  and  jewels,  etc.,  given  him.  Food  is 
offered  him  seven  times  a  day.  As  the  idol  itself 
cannot  enjoy  all  these  gifts,  his  priests,  who  are  the 
real  lords  of  the  temple,  take  all  the  immense  amounts 
of  money  and  heaps  of  other  things  presented  to  the 
god  by  innumerable  pilgrims,  and  grow  fat  on  them. 

We  stayed  at  Pandharpur  for  several  days.  During 
our  residence  there  we  daily  bathed  in  the  river  and 
visited  the  temple  and  embraced  Vithoba’s  feet.  We 
had  some  satisfaction  in  having  done  these  meritorious 
acts.  Father  performed  certain  religious  rites  in  con¬ 
nection  with  ancestral  worship.  He  offered  balls  of 
cooked  rice,  money,  clothes,  and  other  things  to  his 


dead  ancestors,  whose  spirits  were  supposed  to  be 
present  in  some  knots  of  Kusha  grass  which  he  made 
and  placed  on  a  temporary  altar  of  Kusha.  He  wor¬ 
shipped  them,  offering  flowers,  sandal-wood  paste, 
and  incense.  The  gifts  were  all  taken  by  the  priests, 
who  assured  my  father  that  this  act  of  merit  was 
calculated  to  send  all  his  ancestors  to  heaven. 

FALSE  PROMISES  OF  HINDU  RELIGION. 

The  Hindu  religion  is  profuse  in  making  many 
promises  to  the  poor,  ignorant  people.  Those  pro¬ 
mises  do  not  come  to  be  true  either  in  this  world  or 
in  the  next. 

The  books  describing  the  city  of  Pandharpur  say: 

'The  pilgrims  will  have  all  their  sins  washed  away 
by  bathing  in  the  River  Bhima,  and  feeling  the  sacred 
wind  that  blows  over  the  river  and  temple  of  Vithoba 
and  other  gods.” 

"Looking  on  the  face  of  some  god,  bathing  in  a 
tank,  and  repeating  the  name  of  a  god  a  certain  num¬ 
ber  of  times,  making  circumambulations  round  a 
shrine  or  tree,  and  prostrating  so  many  times  before 
a  shrine,  a  tree,  or  a  god,  brings  such  blessings  as 
enormous  wealth,  a  large  family  of  children,  a  large 
number  of  cattle,  fertile  fields,  and  many  other 
desirable  things.” 

The  poor  deluded  pilgrims  wishing  to  get  these 
blessings  at  some  cost  to  themselves,  and  desirous  of 
accumulating  heaps  of  merit  to  obtain  bliss  in  the 
next  world,  go  through  any  kind  of  hardship.  Their 
fellow  pilgrims  do  not  take  pity  on  them  when  they 
are  in  trouble,  such  as  having  an  attack  of  cholera, 
or  small  pox,  or  typhoid  fever.  Only  very  near  rela¬ 
tives,  who  may  have  real  love  for  them,  stay  with  the 
sufferers,  and  very  often  fall  a  prey  to  the  same 
diseases.  The  neighbours  and  fellow-townsmen  desert 
the  sufferers.  No  one  needs  to  take  pity  on  a  neigh¬ 
bour  who  is  trying  to  get  merit  for  his  own  benefit! 
The  priests  who  grow  fat  on  their  gifts  do  not  help 
the  pilgrims  in  their  trouble.  As  for  the  gods,  they 
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neither  hear,  nor  see,  nor  feel.  They  have  to  be 
carried  about  by  men  who  can  feel  and  see  and  hear 
and  walk,  and  who  can  do  work  with  their  hands. 


Lying  on  a  Bed  of  Nails — for  Merit. 


DISAPPOINTMENT  OF  PILGRIMS. 

I  did  not  wonder  at  the  pilgrims  looking  so  disap¬ 
pointed  and  downcast  when  returning  home  after  the 
pilgrimage.  They  could  not  see  the  face  of  the  god 
whom  they  had  come  so  far  to  see,  and  those  who  had 
a  glimpse  of  the  idol  felt  that  he  could  not  do  very 
much  for  them.  Of  the  400,000  who  had  gone  to 
Pandharpur,  only  about  70,000  had  probably  looked 
on  the  god.  Several  were  crushed  to  death  in  the 
attempt. 

The  enthusiasm  that  kindles  their  hearts  when  they 
start  from  home,  gradually  dies  away,  and  not  a 
particle  of  it  is  left  when  they  return.  The  women 
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may  be  beard,  telling  each  other  how  hard  the  god 
has  treated  them,  and  how  the  priests  have  robbed 
them  of  their  scanty  store  of  hardly-earned  money, 
or  how  they  have  cheated  them  under  some  pretext 
or  other.  Very  few,  if  any,  have  real  reverence  for 
the  gods  and  priests  after  their  first  visit  to  such  a 
place  as  Pandharpur.  But  they  go  on  performing 
pilgrimages  year  after  year,  because  it  is  the  custom, 
because  it  gives  them  an  appearance  of  piety,  and 
because  they  do  not  know  anything  better  that  will 
satisfy  their  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness. 
Truly  the  poor,  ignorant  people  deserve  to  be  pitied. 

Many  come  with  a  true  desire  to  rid  themselves  of 
their  sins.  Others  come  with  mixed  motives  of  gain¬ 
ing  merit  by  visiting  the  sacred  place  and  making 
considerable  profit  by  carrying  on  a  brisk  trade  in 
many  things.  The  beggars  of  priestly  caste  and  wan¬ 
dering  mendicants  go  to  these  places,  to  get  gifts  from 
the  pilgrims,  to  get  merit  by  bathing  in  the  river,  and 
by  being  the  means  of  giving  the  opportunity  to  the 
pilgrims  for  gaining  merit. 

They  consider  it  a  religious  act  of  pure  kindness 
to  receive  gifts  from  the  pilgrims,  that  the  givers  may 
get  merit. 

The  Shastras  and  "Glories  of  the  Sacred  Places” 
tell  us  that  all  men  and  women  visiting  these  places 
gain  untold  merit,  no  matter  what  their  motive.  The 
scoffers  and  unbelievers,  and  the  men  who  come  there 
to  steal  or  cheat  are  entitled  to  merit  just  as  those 
are  who  come  with  a  true  heart.  So  every  one  has  a 
chance  of  gaining  merit.  Get  merit  at  all  costs  and 
by  all  means;  that  is  the  watchword  of  the  Hindu 
religion.  It  is  only  by  his  merit  that  a  man  goes  to 
heaven. 

WHAT  I  SAW  IN  MY  LAST  VISIT. 

I  went  to  Pandharpur  first,  as  a  Hindu  fully  believ¬ 
ing  in  all  that  I  heard  of  the  "Glory  of  Pandharpur”; 
but  the  seed  of  unbelief  was  planted  in  my  young 
heart  by  the  sight  of  the  inconsistency  of  the  priests 
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and.  worshippers.  The  next  time  I  went  there  was  when 
I  had  arrived  at  the  age  of  discrimination  and  could 
judge  for  myself  and  see  how  shallow  and  deceitful 
"the  glory  of  Pandharpur"  was.  This  time,  twenty 
years  after  my  second  visit,  I  went  there  as  a  Christian, 
and  was  greatly  pained  at  heart  to  see  the  vast  con¬ 
course  of  no  less  than  400,000  people  who  had  come 
there  to  seek  salvation,  but  had  to  go  empty  away. 
Poor,  poor  deluded  people;  how  I  feel  for  them! 
Because  I  know  by  experience  how  disappointed  they 
are  and  how  empty  they  feel. 

On  my  return  journey  from  Pandharpur  I  saw  hun¬ 
dreds  of  persons,  men,  women,  and  children,  walking 
slowly  with  an  indescribably  tired  and  bitterly  dis¬ 
appointed  expression  stamped  on  their  faces.  The 
majority  of  them  were  low-caste  and  out-caste  people, 
who  were  not  allowed  by  the  priests  to  enter  the 
temple.  There  is  a  shrine  of  Chokhoba  near  the  out¬ 
skirts  of  the  city.  Chokhoba  was  the  chief  devotee 
of  Vithoba  among  the  low-caste  people.  He  has  been 
deified  by  them,  and  his  image  is  placed  in  a  shrine 
sacred  to  him.  Here  the  out-caste  people  go  to  visit 
this  deity  instead  of  Vithoba.  Their  great  desire  to 
see  the  god  Vithoba  is  never  satisfied.  Caste  is  the 
great  barrier  in  their  way.  So  the  poor  pilgrims  of 
the  low-caste  return  home  with  only  a  scanty  store  of 
merit  accumulated  by  bathing  in  the  River  Bhima. 
The  more  religious  ones  go  into  the  city  and  get  a 
look  at  the  temple,  put  on  a  string  of  beads  made 
from  the  Tulsi  wood,  and  take  a  small  flag  of  Ochre 
colour  attached  to  a  stick  of  about  five  feet  long.  This 
shows  that  they  have  taken  a  vow  in  the  presence  of 
the  priest  and  the  temple,  to  make  annual  pilgrimages 
to  Vithoba’s  city. 

FULFILLING  A  VOW. 

This  vow  is  considered  very  binding.  Hence  many 
old  and  infirm  people  are  seen  walking  wearily  with 
the  flag  in  their  hands  and  strings  of  Tulsi  beads 
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around  their  necks.  They  fast  and  toil  continually. 
When  they  reach  the  sacred  city,  they  do  not  get 
proper  shelter  or  proper  food.  Their  health  is 
impaired  by  the  hardships  of  the  journey,  and  by 
drinking  filthy  water  and  breathing  filthy  air. 

When  about  half  a  million  people  assemble  at 
Pandharpur  annually,  the  air  in  and  around  the  city 
gets  so  terribly  polluted  that  people  who  breathe  it 
continually  for  a  day  of  two  begin  to  suffer  from 
cholera,  and  the  epidemic  spreads  rapidly  over  the 
country.  The  sufferers  from  cholera  and  other  such 
diseases  may  be  seen  dying  here  and  there  helplessly, 
calling  upon  their  friends  and  gods  to  relieve  them 
from  pain,  from  hunger,  and  thirst.  But  their  friends 
and  companions  in  pilgrimage  desert  them,  and  flee 
away  for  dear  life.  The  gods  of  stone  and  wood  and 
mud  do  not  hear  their  prayers.  So  they  die  a  miser¬ 
able  death  without  God  and  without  hope.  Poor, 
poor  people — what  human  tongue  can  describe  their 
sufferings? 


\ 
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Pandharpur  Light  House 

By  Krishnabai. 

Having  experienced  the  utter  vanity  and  use¬ 
lessness  of  such  pilgrimages,  and  having  found 
the  Way  of  Salvation  through  Jesus  the  Light 
of  the  World,  Pandita  Ramabai  could  rest  no  more 
until  she  did  something  for  this  so-called  Holy  City 
of  Pandharpur. 


Bibles,  Printers,  and  Bible-women — Ramabai’s  Translation. 

It  was  Christmas  Day  of  1906;  Ramabai  wanted 
Rs.  2000  (1000  dollars)  to  put  up  a  plain  building  at 
Pandharpur,  where  a  band  of  30  to  50  Bible  women 
could  live  and  preach  the  Gospel.  The  Christmas 
gifts  had  been  given  out,  after  which  Bai  (Ramabai) 
said  to  the  women  and  children:  "This  day  has  been 
to  you  a  'Receiving  Day.’  What  day  was  it  to  God 
the  Father  1907  years  ago?” 

They  answered:  "A  Giving  Day.”  "Well,”  said 
she,  "I  wish  this  to  be  a  'Giving  Day’  to  you,  also. 
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Go  to  your  rooms  and  ask  your  Father  what  He  would 
like  you  to  give  Him  to-day.” 

They  went,  and  ere  long  all  returned.  Very  soon 
the  platform  was  filled  with  things  sacrificed  for  the 
Lord  Jesus:  grain,  vegetables,  cloth,  clothes,  poultry, 

toys,  dolls,  etc.  All  these 
were  purchased  by  the 
Mission,  and  with  other 
offerings  of  that  day  the 
sum  of  Rs.  2000  was  made 
up,  and  very  soon  the 
needed  buildi  ng  was 
erected  at  Pandharpur  and 
the  Bible  women  started 
their  work,  which  continues 
to  this  day. 

They  preach  the  Gospel, 
give  out  books  and  tracts 
at  Yatras  (special  festi¬ 
vals),  and  teach  in  Sunday 
schools  and  Bible  classes 
scattered  all  over  the  city 
and  the  surrounding  vil¬ 
lages.  Over  5000  children 

Krishnabai — In  Charge  of  recei,ve  Bible  instruction 

the  Evangelistic  Work.  '  regularly  during  the  year. 

MUKTI  BIBLE  WOMEN  AT  PANDHARPUR. 

During  the  festivals,  which  last  for  about  four  days 
at  a  time,  they  go  out  in  groups  of  four  to  five  with 
some  missionary  in  charge,  and  occupy  the  chief 
entrances  to  the  city  and  the  temples.  Sometimes  they 
have  to  stand  for  three  or  four  hours  singing  and 
giving  messages,  speaking  to  individuals  or  distributing 
tracts. 

One  of  these  days  is  generally  a  fast  day,  which  is 
a  very  good  day  for  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel. 
People  have  neither  to  cook  nor  to  eat.  They  are 
seen  settled  down  perfectly  at  ease  by  the  river  bank 
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and  under  the  trees,  ready  to  listen.  On  such  days 
you  can  talk  to  them  until  you  lose  your  voice  com¬ 
pletely,  but  still  they  want  to  hear  and  hear  and 
hear  more. 

Their  faces  are  a  picture  of  intent  longing  for 
something  better,  something  satisfying,  something — 
they  know  not  what!  We  can  tell  when  the  Word  has 
found  entrance  into  their  dark  minds,  as  they  invari¬ 
ably  ask  for  and  buy  some  book  or  tract  and  hide  it 
safely  in  pockets  or  even  under  their  turbans,  lest 
some  antagonistic  spirit  may  come  along  and  snatch 
it  up  and  tear  or  burn  it.  Many  are  the  stories  of 
those  who  for  the  first  time  heard  the  story  of  salva¬ 
tion  at  Pandharpur,  and  bought  a  book,  and  in  later 
years  found  Jesus  as  their  own  personal  Friend  and 
Saviour. 

The  children  who  attend  the  Bible  classes  belong 
to  all  castes  and  creeds.  But  they  are  not  yet  bound 
by  caste  chains,  and  hence  are  as  free  as  any  children 
of  the  world. 

During  the  year  they  learn  a  certain  number  of 
Bible  stories  and  certain  passages  of  Scripture  by  heart, 
and  attend  a  certain  number  of  days  in  order  to  earn 
the  pretty  bags  containing  reels  of  cotton,  needles, 
safety  pins,  picture  postcards,  etc.,  on  Christmas  Day. 

The  Word  is  being  sown  in  your  hearts,  and  we 
never  can  tell  what  the  result  may  be  in  the  days  to 
come,  as  the  Word  of  God  cannot  return  void.  How¬ 
ever,  it  needs  to  be  watered  by  prayer.  Will  you  water 

it? 

Not  only  at  Pandharpur,  but  in  several  other  sacred 
cities,  like  Benares,  Allahabad,  Gaya,  and  others,  our 
Bible  women  are  holding  forth  the  banner  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
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